plays up. "I decided to take Yeats swimming," said
Gogarty, "but in order to stir Yeats out of dream
into action, I must appeal to his imagination. So I
talked of the swimming match of Beowulf and Breca;
of Swinburne's love of mixing with 'the great sweet
mother', 'Clothed with the green and crowned with
the foam'; of Byron's fondness for bathing in the
jasper sea. And his imagination thus excited, Yeats
reluctantly agreed to go. We got into my car and
set off, but as we approached the sea, Yeats's
resolution began to weaken:

Yeats (after a mile or two, in a chant-like voice to
the accompaniment of faint strains from a psaltery
hidden under the hood of the car). Gogarty, I'm
afraid I can't go in bathing: I've forgotten to bring
a suit.

Gogarty. I thought you would; I have two.

Yeats (after another mile). Gogarty, I'm afraid I
can't go bathing: I have forgotten to bring a towel.

Gogarty. I thought you would; I have two.

When we got to the beach I gave Yeats a suit
and towel, put his pince-nez in my pocket, and we
bathed in the jasper sea.

But Gogarty was not so successful in getting Yeats
on horseback. "I knew," said Gogarty, "that if I
could get Yeats on a horse I could put a new rhythm
into English lyric verse." And so he began to speak
of the noble and benevolent Marcus Aurelius, who
rides in bronze on the Capitoline Hill; of Chiron,
wise tutor of Jason and Achilles; and of the Centaurs,
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